without loss of time. Just as I was trying to put the book back
in the shelf I heard a noise in the passage and approaching
footsteps. I tried with nervous haste to be quick, but the
insufferable book had been so tightly wedged in the shelf that
when I took it out all the others had shifted and packed closer
of themselves, so now there was no room for their former com-
panion. I had not the strength to force the book in. I pushed
the books with all my might, however. The rusty nail which
supported the shelf, and which seemed to be waiting for that
moment to break, broke. One end of the shelf fell down. The
books dropped noisily on the floor in all directions. The door
opened and Pokrovsky walked into the room.
I must observe that he could not bear anyone to meddle in
his domain. Woe to anyone who touched his books! Imagine
my horror when the books, little and big, of all sizes and
shapes dashed off the shelf, flew dancing under the table, under
the chairs, all over the room! I would have run, but it was too
late. It is all over, I thought, it is all over. I am lost, I am
done for! I am naughty and mischievous like a child of ten,
I am a silly chit of a girl 1 I am a great fool!
Pokrovsky was dreadfully angry.
"Well, this is the last straw!" he shouted. "Are not you
ashamed to be so mischievous? . . . Will you ever learn
sense?" and he rushed to collect the books. "Don't, don't!"
he shouted. "You would do better not to come where you are
not invited/'
A little softened, however, by my humble movement, he
went on more quietly, in his usual lecturing tone, speaking as
though he were still my teacher:
"Why, when will you learn to behave properly and begin
to be sensible? You should look at yourself. You are not
a little child. You are not a little girl. Why, you are fifteen!"
And at that point, probably to satisfy himself that I was not
a little girl, he glanced at me and blushed up to his ears. I
did not understand. I stood before Hun staring in amazement.
He got up, came towards me with an embarrassed air, was
horribly confused, said something, seemed to be apologising
for something, perhaps for having only just noticed that I was
such a big girl. At last I understood. I don't remember what
happened to me then; I was overcome with confusion, lost my
head, blushed even more crimson than Pokrovsky, hid my face
in my hands and ran out of the room.
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